BURSDON   MOOR
2J. 6d. extra, which he said was more than he had ever
before received for a day's work/
It will not be irrelevant to record here, as near as I
can in Lane's own words, an incident which left a lasting
impression on his mind: * A visit', he says,  'to Bude or
Clovelly, was a red-letter day.    One day—it was in
1865—my father told me that our foreman was going
to Bude on the morrow to fetch coals and slates with a
waggon and four horses.    I might go with him.    The
carter was to leave at 5 a.m., and so anxious was 1 to
be in time that I went to bed in my clothes, even to
my boots*    The carter left punctually at 5 sum. and I
finished my sleep in the waggon, wrapped up in sacks;
but I remember waking up as we crossed Bursdon Moor
before daybreak and seeing a lantern hoisted on the
front of the waggon and the reflection of another lantern
which was fastened on to the tailboard.    Whenever I
have since seen the engraving—incidentally a very rare
one—after Turner's drawing entitled "Crossing Bursdon
Moor", I have always recalled my own journey under
conditions which were still more picturesque/
There was yet another scene which never faded from
his memory, which I can also describe in his own words:
'There was one hard and frosty Christmas, when the
snow lay so thick on the ground that there was nothing
green to feed the sheep upon. My father, however,
took a ladder and a reaphook and cut from the cob-wall
of a linhay huge branches of ivy, which he gave to the
sheep. Goats, of course, are very fond of ivy, but I
never succeeded in finding any confirmation of this
practice of giving it to sheep until I read "A Winter's
Tale", where in Act III, Scene 3, the following passage
occurs: "They have scared away two of my best sheep,
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